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CHAPTER L.

The pavish priest of partsh, abeut thir-
ty-five years ago, counted half-way between
seventy and cighty ; yet he was a hale, sturdy
mun without any droop in his figure, or any indi-
cation of old age nbout him—this appearance
resulting from an excellent natural constitution,
habits of great temperance and regularity, and
an abundance of healthful exercise, on foot and
on horseback—indeed, in every possible way.

He used to walk along, with his chest ex-
punded, his shoulders thrown back, his head
(uite ereet, his arms hanging straight by his
sides, and his fingers closed on the palms of
his hands, and almost always working uguinst
them. - His face showed searce a wrinkle, and
it was forid—not red and white, however, like
some old people’s faces, nor yet purple, like

- those of others, as if the smaller blood-vessels
had burst, and congealed, within the surface of
their skins—but it was overspread with a still
tosy color of health. His forchead was expan-
sive, and, at the temples, square ; his eyes were
blue, and generally expressing thought and ab-
straction—in which state, they used to stare
straight-forward, almost without ever blinking
—yet they often relaxed into a smiling, or, as
it might be, moistencd expression ; during
which change they appeared half-closed, and
opened and shut very fast indeed. Iis searce-
1y arizzled eyebrows were bushy and protrud-
ing; his nosc was long. large, but well-formed,
and with a broad back. His lips were full, and
for his age, remarkably red and handsome.

But above all, there was about his counten-
ance the indications of a great singleness, and
primitivencss, and beauty of character—so that
if you met him, stepping measuredly, yet al-
most springingly along his suburh strect, or the
adjacent rouds, and silently moving his lips,
and working, as usual, the palms of his hands
with his fingers, and taking no notice of you,
though perhaps you might be aun intimate
friend, and his old cyes winking, and Lis whole

otace smiling to itself, you must incvitably have
“said, that the smile was not provoked by any
objeet or circumstance then noticed by him, but
rather that it came from o heart enjoying, at
that moment, the sunshine of a virtuous, and
therefore very happy intention; or—excuse
poor, human vanity, even in s least offensive
shape-—recollection, perhaps.

Sinee the day he had beeome a clergyman,
Father Connell had never altered the form or
the texturc of any article of his attive. IHe
still wore the curious head-dress which his pre-
sent biographers have already endeavored to de-
seribe—in their tale of John Doc in fact as
worn by Tather O'Clery—or indeed, if they
had told the perfect truth, by the celebrated
Tvish friar, Father O'Leary. It cousisted of
an articls made of goat's hair, or of lorse hair,
protruding from above the cavs -down to the
neek, into a curled yet formal mass, daily
dressed with powder and pomatum—and above
this rampart arose a round, almost conical con-
tinwation of the wig, very smoothly slicked
down, and sligitly, but sharply peaked in the
middle of the forehead. When u hat was
placed upon the structure, it rested on the
frizzled bulwurk, of course, and therefore never
descended lower than about the middle of the
back of the head, And the hat which Father
Connell, at least, wore with his grotesque head-
clothing, was a good mateh for it—Dbeing very
low-crowned, and exeeeding broad-rimmed.

Our pricst’s black coat sloped to the
skirts, and those skirts were enormously
ample, and had great pocketflaps across
thew, mohair buttons, alse on a gigan-
tic scale, ornamenting both, His waist-
cout was collarless, and  fell, again, with hugo
pocket-flaps, nearly to Iis wmid thigh, His
black small-clothes were tightened at his knees
by. lar‘ge silver buckles ; and blue worsted
stockings covered his legs; and his sharp
pointed shocs also exhibited, across the insteps,
silver buckles of great dimensions.  Snow could
not be whiter than his muslin stock, nor than
the-indieation of his inner gamment, every day

.in the year; and in winter an outside coat of
davk blue, or, as it was then called a «jock,”
with a little round cape, hanging scarcely half
way down his back, while its skirts did not
come lower than his kuces, formed his
pretection against inclement weather. ]

And thus attired, Father Connell, while
walking along the streets of the adjacent town,
neeossarily displayed, joined with his pecu-
liaritics of. mien, face, and hearing, before no-
ticed, an air of eccentricity which passers-by,

ould stop to criticise; while he himself, goo

3¢ vory well, or at all acquainted with ]1'111),4

man, remained perfectly unaware that anythinkg

about him or in him deserved particular noticc.

CHAPTER 1L ‘
- Tt was Twelfth Night. Six o’clock, the hour
for vespers in- Father Comnell's little parish
. chapel, jingled from a little eracked bell, set
' up,ab the top of a ruined, square Norman cas-
tle, some distance from the half-tolerated place
:of worship; for 'at that time there existed »

law that wo Catholic house of prayor should

Jins de pretre, in fact.

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, .

summon its congregation from its own walls by
means of a bell; and, in removing the illegal
monitor from immediate contact with his cha-
pel, the priest hoped to elude the pains and
penalties awarded by this large-minded picee of
legislation, for any breach of its mandate.

So, the little oid cragked bell was wringing ;
the candles in the two badly gilded, wooden
braoches, which Liung from the ceiling of the
chapel, had been lighted; and six others, sup-
ported by tall candlesticks, also wooden, and
badly gilded, on the altar, were in proeess of
illumination, by the ageney of a very handsome
little boy, with auburn Lair, which curled und
glittored over his white surpliee, as far as his
shoulders; und the people summoned to even-
ing devotion, were coming in; or, after bend-
ing before the sacrament, enclosed in the altar
tabernaole, were decently taking their places
throughout the poor building.,

In the centre of the chapel certain moveable
scats, technioally called the choir, were ar-
ranged. When put togcther they formed three
sides of a long parallelogram, running from the
semi-circular railing around the altar (which
cuiclosed a space ealled the sunctaary) to nearly
the other end of the cdifice. The top of this
choir consisted of three old worm-caten chairs,
with high triangular backs, of which the middle
one aspired to the dignity of an arm-chair, and
barther in assmaption of its dignitics, it stood
upon a kind of little duis, one or two steps
above the clay und mortar floor. At right
angles with these old seats, and almest touch-
ing them at either hand, were two long benches
with railed backs; while plain forms continued
the side lincs of the parullelogram, down to, as
has been said, the railings before the altar.

It need not be said that the old arm-chair,
of little ease, was oceupied by Tather Connell,
during vespers; while its two hamble attend-
ants were filled by his two curates. The con-
fronting benches, procceding from them to-
wards the altar, afforded places to very religious
mea, wearing long linen garments, and after
them, two little boys, wearing nice muslin sur-
plices—the most eminent for good conduet, in
every way te be found in the parish, as well as
being the most distinguished for attention to
certain small official dutics of the ohapel—ea-
Aud upmm the forms
continuing the lines of the benches, sat « second
class of pious men and boys, not indeed robed
in white, but still honored with the distinction
of immediately. assisting in the chant of the
vespers—although, be it noticed, every man,
woman, and child of the congregation, might, i
he or she liked, do the same thing,

While the places in the choir reserved for
the unrobed men and hoys were being taken
possession of by them, the other pious men and
boys, who wore the long linen dresses and mus-
lin surplices, were assisting cach other in the
proper adjustment of their attire, in a little
sacristy, at the back of the altar, and approach-
able from the chapel, first by a kind of gate-
way in the middle of its railed enclosure, and
then by a door at onc of the sides. Xather
Connell's curates alveady stood robed ; and the
old pricst himself knelt in silent prayer, to a
kind of desk, in a corner—no one around hin
speaking above his breath,

He arose, and proecceded to put on his cere-
monial surplice.  To aid him in this task, im-
mediately bounded forward the very handsome,

glossy-haired boy, who has been seen lighting
the tall candles on the altar, and who, that
business ended, had been waiting in the sacristy |
to enjoy the honor of discharging a conferred !
duty of a higher degree. In his buoyant!
cagerness to exhibit as an expert priest’s valet, |
he happened to tread too familiarly upon one |
of Father Cornell’s feet; at which, smarting 2
zood deal, and thercfore a little ruffled at fivst, |
the clergyman suddenly turned round upon |
him; but =0 soon as his eye rested upon the;
half-penitent, half-langhing fuce of' the bhloom- ;
ing urchin, he could not help—for the old man :
loved the boy—smiling in sywpathy; and then
he took him by the ear, in 2 make-believe show
of punishing him, while thumb and finger
pressed no harder than con’d « toueh of velvet
have domne, and proceeded to address the of-
fender.

“ Neddy Fenpell” it was in a whisper he
spoke, and there was a curious eontrast between
his assumed tone of reproof, and the reflection |
in his eyes of the glanees of hishalf-spoiled pet ;
“ Neddy Fennell will you stop doing mischicf ?
Neddy, while you arc in the house of God,
my child, you must behave quietly, and with |
decorum and gravity; in the fields, you may
jump and play, Neddy Fennell, but in God's
own house you must, I say, be orderly and
well-behaved.”  And again he feigned to in-
flict punishment on the hoy’s ear, only playing i
in the mean time with the little silky-surfaced
organ, The moment he let it go, Neddy Fen-
nell, covering it with his own hand, assnmed
such a fareical face of mock terror and suffering,
and so well acted the part of pretending to wipe
off his surplice imaginary drops of blood, which
had trickled on it from the tyrannical pressure
of the priest’s finger and thumb, that his little
companions, amongst whom he now resumed his
place, grew red in the faces, with the efforts
they made to suppress their laughter.

The priost huving adjusted his sucplice, at
the vestment press, stood inactive for 2 moment
as if in thought, and then turned round and
spoke in a low voice to all those who stood by :

¢« The men and the boys of the choir are to
wait liere in the sucristy after vespers for me;

4 I have something very particular to say to

them."”

No onc distinctly replied, but there was a
murmur of assent, with a bendmng of many
heads, which gavo a sufficiently satisfuctory an-
swer.

Afrer pausing, in reverential recollection of
what he had next to do. Father Conncll gave a
well-known signal, by waving to and {ro she
back of his hand—and there was dignity in
the motion; and thercupon the men of the
choir, in their white linen dresses, issued out of
the sacristy into the chapel, two by two, hold-
ing their joined hands before thew, and ulter
them went the little boys wearing =urplices,
imitating their clders, as well as they could, in
every respeet.  In passing through the railed-
in spuce before the altar, all and cuch bent
their knees and bowed, as the general congre-
gation had done on cutering the chapel, to the
veiled saerament; and then proceeded to as-
gume the places we have before meationed as
allotted to them, Tinally, Father Connell and
his curates quitted the saeristy, and in passing,
he knelt praying on the steps of the altar; atter
which taking his throne, his two reverend as-
ststants at his cither side, vespors began by his
ziving out, after somo prefatory form, and in a
finc old voice, the maguificent psalm of < /)iet
Dominus)' o was answered by the whole
strength of the congregation, young aud old, in
the result of whose eftorts, although perfeet ae-
cordance or harmony did not indeed ocenr,
there was much of impressive devotion, which
ougrht to have given satisfaction to any good
heart; and thus continued thevespers, shrough
a suceession of many of the most beautiful of
the psalws, the pastor always bewinning each
psatin.  But we had almost forgotten te notice
that the individuals particularly entitled to take
up the responses, were a row of pious women.
wearing ample white dresses, with hoods that
came over their heads, and almost over their
faces, who occupied a form within the railing
hefore the altar, as well as by youny girls in
the galleries, indifferently well instructed in
their occasional services by the old, perpetual
clerk of the chapel—himself, by the way, not a
very eminent musician,

Vespers ended.  All the lay persons pre-
viously occupying the © choir,” returned from
the chapel into the saeristy, and cmployed
themselves in taking off and folding up their
chapel attire; and then all awaited the re-en-
trance of their parish priest, as he had desired
them to do. Were there nonc among them who
well understood what his formal intimation be-
fore vespers meant 7 Ay, indeed, & wooil
many, boys as well as men; snd they could
searccly now suppress, although. under the in-
flueice of a decorous feeling, they had lately
done =0, indications of their knowledze of Fa-
ther Connell’s intentions towards them, for the
cvening, It was Twellth Night, in fact, and
the majority of them knew his practices well.

e eamte back to them ; hie gravely unrobed
himsel{; not confronting them; ke bent his
head over his clasped hands; and then he
turned rownd, and, his faee shining with the
delight which he knew he was about to impart
to his auditors, said :—

My good {riends and little children, this Is |

the scuson for offering with pure and litht
hearts, to 2 wood and great God. praises both
in solemn hymns and in cheerful acts, for the
wonderful and merciful bounty of his coming to
redeem and save us, and my friends and you,
my little children, we have returned here after
singing praises and thanksgivings to the Lord
of heaven and ol earth; and IHe in his love will
not be displeaged if' we now enjoy ourselves in
making nse—temperately, however, md very
temperately-—ot some of the good things which
hie has placed at our disposal—yes, my friends,
big and little, we will now make merry amougst
ourschres; so come after me, my good friends

Land little children; it is Twelfth Night,and we

ought to rejoice, and we will rjoice; come—I
lhave prepared a little treat for you—come after
me, and let us rejoice.”

Iather Connell and his invited guests Tad
not far to 2o to their house of entertzimment,
for it was not more than a hundred paces from
the chapel. He stopped at the head of his
troop—the urehins partly composing it shout-
ing shrilly though in a low key, and the pious
men chuckling at theiv anties—he stepped. we
sy, before the humble entranee door to his
thatehed dwelling, and after laughing heartily
himselt, knocked loudly. His old housekeeper,
whose business it had been to prepare for the
sotrer, and who therefore expeeted the - throny
of revellers, quickly opened the portal to lis
summons, and, as amiably as her curious nature
and habits would permit, bid cverybody wel-
come. ,

Mrs. Mulloy was a peculiarity in her way ;—
tall, coarsely featured, peck-marked, and with
an authoritative something like a beard, curl-
ing on her double chin ; and almost fat i per-
son and in limbs. Her bearing was lofty; her
look arbitrary if not scvere, and.in every re-

et ———
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tance of her station as housckeeper to her parish
priest;—though it was whispered that cven
upon him, the source from which she derived
all her consequence, Mrs, Mulloy did not al-
ways hesitate to forbear from dietatorial re-
monstrances, whenever in the exercise of hir
charitable extravagance, she was pleased to de-
tect a wastelul system of dissipation.  Let it
be added that her voice was the contrary ot
what Shakspeare calls :—

“ An excellent thing in woman;”

not unfrequent cloguent exercise,

Yet on the present oceasion. allowing, as a
great rarity, her usual ishospitalicy to unbend
a little, Mrs, Mulloy, ingpired by the pervading
spirit of the hilarity of' the seuson, did as we
have hinted, behave very graciously in her ea-
patity as portress.

“ Weleome then,” she huskily said; ¢ wel-
eome all, and  eewd auitle o giilte, to the
Twelfth-Night's faste; come in, your rever-
ence ; come in, men and boys, every mether's
son o' ye.' ‘

“ Come in.my children,” echioed the old
priest, slecishly, ““eome in, in the nume of
God;” and he bustlingly led the way into
his white-washed, earthen-floored. and only sit-
ting-room; in the black marble ehimmey-picee
of which was, however, rudely carved a mitre,
indieating that the paltry apartment had onee,
and very reeently, been inhabited by a Roman
Catholic bishop; but sueh was the fact; and
such were the times.  Father Counell was him-
self Catholic dean of his diocese,

Seats of every deseription had bhaen arranged
all round the parlor; in its centro stood a larze
siuare table, at the four coruers ol which was
mighty jug filled with ale, whose froth pufted
over and adown the sides of each vessel,  Llows
of delf mugs were placed at the edges of the
table ; but the crowning featwre of the Twelfth
Night's feast was a great two-haudled osier
basket, filled and pyramidically heaped up with
brown-skinmed, shining enkes of 2 fragianco so
deliious as to perfume the apartment, and
penctrating so keenly the nasal nerves of at least
the younger portion of the gests, as to give
thom fair promise of the eapubility of the con-
tents of that basket ta eratify cqually wnd even
more satisfactorily upother of the senses, We
could dilate at great length on the marvellous
and Iong inherited exeellence of these enkes—
In cur childhood they were termed, after the
name of their then manufacturer, - Buldy
DNoyle's cakes ;" in generstions farther  hack
they Tad borue, out of reverence to their great
inventor, the appellation of #.Jugey Fowler's
eakes;” and Jugey Fowler had sold or be-
yueathed to Biddy Doyle the secret of making
them; but Biddy Doyle died suddenly and iv-
testate, so that the grand sceret died with her;
and alas, from that duy to  this, no succeeding
opfiste s possessed genius enough, truly to
imitate, in the estimation of the expericuced,
Jugey Fowler's far-famed and unique condi-
ment.

We have enumerated all the dainties provid
ed by Father Conrell for his Twelfth Night's
Vanfrec, nor did he in his heart decm anything
{ better or rarer could have been supplied on the

oceasion, in which opinion not one of hix com-
i pamy differed from him; for indeed when they
Vhad taken their places, as exaetly observed by
"them in the * Choir” at vespers, around the
hoard, but at a distance from it, a set of hap-
picr faces could not on that same eveaing have
been seen at any other houed, no mutter how
costly, nor in amy other mangion, uo matter how
magificently contrasted with the poox priest’s
parlor.  Our host hurried about, as if his very
heart and soul were in the scene—though why
our mysterious “as if'?”  There is no doubt
at all upon the subject; his heart and soul
were n it With one or two favorites assisting
him, he walked round and round the cirele un-
til caeh individual of it held a ¢ Biddy Doyle”
in one hand and & wmerry mug of ale in the
other; and he patted the children on the head;
or rallied the men ou their peculiarities; or
joined in their homely jests upon each other;
loud and general arose the frequent laugh, in
which none joined more gleeishly than he did;
and almost as frequent ag his laughter, snd
fully as loud, were his calls upon ¢ Pegay,”
to replenish from the half barrel under the
staivs, the gigantic jugs which stood at the four
corners of the square old oak table in the mid-
dle of the banquet hall. :

Be it understood that all the members, men
and boys, of our old friends’ choir were unpaid
volunteers ; and morcover, of a very humble
class in socicty ~— in fuct, working masons, or
slaters, or carpenters, and so forth, or clse very
inferior shopkeepers, and with few cxceptions,
the sons of all such, And yet with these men
and boys our good priest laughed, jested, and
made merry; and anon, story-tclling, himself
setting the example, became the order of the
evening. And a few of these we shall here
glance at, while others of them, reported more
at length, will be found in another place.

Jack Moore, then, 2 very tall, uncouthly
shaped mason, recounted how all the neighbor-

‘before, been * frightened to death” by the sud-

speet she secined fully semsible of the impor- | den coming to life, nﬂ;:

and that her master was a little atraid of its;

hood in which he dwelt, had, a few evenings:

s (] [
ATieo Muloon.” fer death, of “ould
| The body of *ould Alice” had, as Jack
Estutcd, been  “laid out” to he waked, ou the
| door of the room in which she died—taken off
i 1ts hinges for the purpose, a common cxpedient
1 such emergencies, and on it her lifeless body
! }:fy stretehed, with a handsome shroud on —
i There was plenty of snuft und tobacco for ali
the attendants at the wake, mnd plenty of gossip
- ]
gowg on.  The town elock—(yes, Mrs. Rad-
cliffe ) —solemnly-—tolled—twelve — wlhen up
i sprang old Alice on her temporary enuch, and
without «uito opening her cyes. sat on hor
heels, and, alinost thrusting her knvos aeainst
her teeth, as she had beew mueh u.\-cdnto do
before she died.  Upon this. out ran except
two or three, the throng who had prm’fuu.""h' been
waking her, tumbling helter-skelter over each
ot_hcr, and these who were lust in the rice
wildly sereaming in terror, snd swearine that
the was bounding after thew bird-like thoug
with some little assistance from her shrivellod
arms, And here emdod Jaek Moore's story
Jack, 2 man of reserved and not very cxplorih'-"
habits of mind, solemnly and contontedly dx'or:
ping it at this poiut of intevest. '

Tim Brenan, “the stone eutter,” supplied,
however, a commentary on the wonderful tule—
he having been one of the very fuw selfeollect.
ed persons who had vemnaindd behand in the
walke-room after Alice had sat up ou the door s
aud ho explained that the solitary and neslected
ereature had died suddenly, quite alono, with
her nether Tnbs erippled” up;  had heen 5o
fonnd by some chice visitors  the next morn.
ing, cold and stiff; that, in order to straichten
her “dacently,” “aud muke her “a handronme
carpse,” Tier now attentive old female neiuh.
bors lad hit on the expedient of strnpp?nlr
across her knees, and of nailing down, at vithior
side of her Dbier, romething not sufficiently
strong for their purpnse; that in process of
time this badly construeted picee of sachinery
gave way; that consequently, the denth-rieid
limbs suddenly resumed the position in which
He, the Master, had eonfirmed them ; and that
was all, so that Alice had not indecd come to
life; and her Lody, instead of vohmtarily jump-
ing off the door. had only volled off it ; and she
had all along hoon stone dowd, and was now
decently buried tn the hoart's contont, of any
one who might chonse to satisfy himsclf on the
subject.  But Jaek Moore gave no eredit to
this account of the matter; for his own eyes
had heen witnesees of the real cvent; he was
onc of the very first to run ont after plainly
seetng old Alice bounes upon her leels to the
floor ; and us wideniable proof of his assertions
he exhibited o contusion’ on Tis lip, which he
had reccived hy knoeking jt :xa;nin::f:’thc top of
the head of a wueh shorter man than himself
\vhi.le that person impeded Wi Wiy, dnrinﬂ"
their joint escape from the old womun’s lcn;?-
Jrck kind of pursuit after them. 1In the dubi.
ons state of mind in which these two readines
of the mattey loft the audience, there was m‘fw
no langhter, nor even smile; their entertainer
beingr the only person amongst them who con-
tinued to chuckle heartily.

Jeff Corrizan’s story came next. Ile re.
counted the wiraenlows finding, very nearly one
morning, of the well-known night-cap of Jumes
Dullard, the weaver, on the only remainine
pinnacle of the old eastle ncar at hand, and be.
fore noticed »s affording w legal place for the
little cracked bell, used in summonine Father
Connell’s congregation to prayers, "

Old Jim Dullard had, upon a certain night
fallen asteep ot his loom; and while he dozed,
he seemed to drewa that somehow he was in
the ruined building; that he had ascended the
spiral stairs; clunbered, at the devil's sugges-
tion, he supposed, aud with evident peril to life
and limb, to au old man of seventy, ap to the
very highest attainable point of the cdifice:
and had there veutured to look down, and he.
come inexpressibly tervified  at his heieht from
_thc surfuce of the carth. While iust,n:nvakcn—
ing from his trance, his wife came in to sum-
wmon him to # late supper; missed off his head
its usual covering; hinted the fact to him ;
and then, after passing hig hand over his hald
head, his pallied face turned into a dingy white
cglor, even ore remarkable than was its wonts
his long jaws dropped, and beeame still move
clonguted ; and in utter consternation he now
additionally rccollected, and admitted to his
spouse, that after having been so very much
frightened in his dream, while looking down-
ward from the top of the “ould eastlc.”” he-
fancied he had hung upon its point nearest to
the sky, the article in question, She lauched
and called him to her assistance, pecred cx?ery-
where through the little manufactory in which
was her husband’s loom; but no night-cap
could he found; and horrible to ad?!, very
early the next morning, James Dullard, issuin
forth with 2 next-door neighbor, whom he had
called up to afford him sympithy, and add to
his courage In his projected investigation, dis-
covered the missing head-gear—while, however.
only looking up to the cld castle, from thein
little street of cabins < perched on the exact
place where James had but dreamt having put
it; and he ought to know it well, althoush now
seen at such & distance ; for he had worn it day

as well as night for the last ten or twelve years,



